LETTERS TO HIS CHILDREN

born. It is a simple shaft. Every vestige of the
house is destroyed, but a curious and rather
pathetic thing is that, although it must be a hun-
dred years since the place was deserted, there are
still multitudes of flowers which must have come
from those in the old garden. There are iris and
narcissus and a little blue flower, with a neat,
prim, clean smell that makes one feel as if it ought
to be put with lavender into chests of fresh old
linen. The narcissus in particular was growing
around everywhere, together with real wild flow-
ers like the painted columbine and star of Bethle-
hem. It was a lovely spot on a headland over-
looking a broad inlet from the Potomac. There
was also the old graveyard or grave plot in which
were the gravestones of Washington's father and
mother and grandmother, all pretty nearly ruined.
It was lovely warm weather and Mother and I
enjoyed our walk through the funny lonely old
country. Mocking-birds, meadow-larks, Carolina
wrens, cardinals, and field sparrows were singing
cheerfully. We came up the river in time to get
home last evening. This morning Mother and I
walked around the White House grounds as usual.
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